The mofilamentahU Tragedy 
yaeky/irdwheit than coMMejkta age.wUt tho» not Jule? .itfl^n, 

ted nndfnidit ^ . 

J«//. And ftintthoutoo,! praj^ thee Narfe,(ay I. 

Nnrfe- Pence,! have done: God marks thee to hu grace, thon 
vaft the prettiefi babe that ere I nurit , and / might live to [te 
thee married oncCi I have my Tvijh- ‘ .i • 

Arf. Mary'thatftiarry isthereryTbeame 
I came to taikeot : tell me daiighter 
How ftands your difpofitions tobe married ? 

Jalt. It is an houre that I dreame not of. 

Nurfe. Jinhoftre I Ipere not lonely Nurfe , I veould fay thou 
hadfifdckt thy yet [dome from thy teat. 

Old La^mell, thinkeofMarfiigeriDw, younger thati you 
Here in Verotm^ Ladie$ of efteemc, 

Are made already mothers by my count : 

I was your motheri ihucb upon theie yeares ov a 

TbatytAtire'nWktmide'rt^stheninbriefe, ' 

The VaUatit'‘P<i?f^ feekes^ou forbis love. 

Nurle. A man young LadytLady^fuch a man at allthereorld, 
Whyhee'samanofveaxe. 

0/</ Z<?. Summer hath not filch a flower. 

Hmk, Hay hee'stt^fidroeri in faith a very flower. 

Old What lay you ? can you love the Gentleman ? 

This night you fhall behold him at our Feaft, 

Read o’re the volume of young face, 

And finde deligjit writ there with beauties pen, ; 

Examine every feverall lineament, ' ; ' , 

And lee how one another lends content: 

And what oblcur’d in this faire Volume lyes, 

Finde written in the margent of his eyes. 

This precious booke of love, this unbound lover, 

To beautifie him onely lackes a Cover. 

The fifli lives in the fea, and *tis much pride, 

Forfaire without the faire withintohide: 

That booke in many eyes doth fhare the glory, 

That in gold clafpes lockes in the golden ftory : 

So lhall you fhare all that he doth poffefle. 




Romeo tfWjaliet. 

Bv having him, making your fclfc no lefle. 

^Nnrfe. No lefle, nay higger women grw by men. 

OldLa. Speakebri-cfly,canyou likeof Parte love? 

Jali. rie lookc to like, if looking liking move. 

But no more deepe will I endart mine eye, . . 

Than youf confent gives ftrength to make it flyc. Enter fervtng, 
*rW. Madam, the gucfts are come, fupperfervdup,you 
caiid, my young Lady askt for , the Nurfe curft in the Pantry, 
and every thing in extremity: I-muft hence to wait, I bcfeech 
you follow ftrait. ‘ 

Mo.^Ht follow thee : Juliet the Countie ftaycs. 

Nurfe. Goe girle,Teeke happy nights to happy dayes. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Romeo,Mercutio,Benvolio,wr^jfi/f or fixe other 
Aiasks^t, Torch-bearers. 

Rom. What ? fhall this fpedch be fpoke for our excufe .> 

Or fliall we on without Apology ? 

The date is out otfuch prolixity. 

Wee’ll have no Cupid hood-winkt with a skarfe. 

Bearing a Tartars painted bow of Lath, 

Skarirfg the Ladies like a Crow -keeper. ' 

But let them meafure us by what they will. 

Wee’ll mealiire them a meafiire and be gone. 

Rom. Give me a Torch , I am not for riiis anibling. 

Being but heavie l will beare the light- 
Mer. Nay gentle Romeo, we muft have yon dance. 

Not I believe me, you have dancing ihoocs 
W ith nimble (bles ; I have a Ibule of lead 
So flakes me to the ground I cannot move. 

sHer.You are a Lover , borrow' fupidtwingi: 

And fore with them above a common bound. 

Rom. I am too fore cnpearccd with his fliaft. 

To foare with his light feathers j and fo btwnd, 

Icannot bound a picdi above dull woe,^ : 

Under loves heavieburtben doe Lfinke^ 

• Mer, And toflnke in it fltouid yonbnrcheiilovt^ 

Too gtcat oppreffion for a tender thing. 
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